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whispered to him: "It is the custom here to offer the health of the King just after the asparagus has been served/* So he had waited, but as he saw this very delicious meal could not go on indefinitely, and, not knowing whether Roman customs included asparagus after ice cream, lest he lose entirely this unique opportunity of welcoming their gracious Majesties on American soil (as the Embassy was considered), he ventured to rise and offer a hearty welcome and a toast to the health of Their Majesties, the King and the Queen.
To this dear Mrs. Page said audibly: "Oh, but there was no asparagus in market!" This caused a hearty laugh and the meal was ended by a very happy little speech from the King, in the same spirit, which helped to make the whole occasion informal and charming.
After we left Rome the next morning our first stop was at Genoa. Here my husband wished to place a wreath on the monument of Mazzini. We arrived just before a storm broke over the city, and by the time we had reached the monument the rain was pouring in torrents. I stayed in the car, but the gentlemen of the party got out and stood with bared heads while the Chief Magistrate of the city welcomed my husband. Attendants tried to hold umbrellas over the party, but the violence of the wind made their efforts futile, and it was a very wet set of tourists that returned to the motors.
Our next stop was Milan, where we arrived Saturday afternoon, and went straight to the Palace in the big square near the Duomo. By this rime I was accustomed to great multitudes, and thought no larger ones possible. But Milan was a revelation. All the newspaper men who travelled wherever we went agreed there had never been in one spot so many human beings. The police estimated forty thousand in that great square alone. They begged for a speech from the balcony, and my husband responded briefly.
We were to go at once to a reception, and there was to be